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wide sleeve, left it bare to the shoulder, she commenced the
hymn
'' AHons enfants de la patrie."
She did not sing, she did not declaim, she uttered it somewhat
after the fashion of the ancient melopoeia, something between
a chant and a recitation, to which her tones, at times sharp
and harsh, at others hard and metallic, and then again deep
and cavernous, like distant thunder, gave extraordinary effect.
Her attitudes, her gestures, the motions of her head, all ex-
pressed admirably the sense of each stanza. The brow, at
one moment bowed with shame and grief at the recollection
of the woes and miseries she spoke, at another proudly raised
as though it had just thrown off the yoke of the oppressor, the
foot spurning the enslaved earth, the nerves quivering beneath
the intensity of fixed resolution, all betrayed a deadly thirst
for vengeance. As &Juiale to this splendid piece of mummery,
the inimitable artist, apparently overcome by her patriotic
feelings, sank on her knees, clasping to her heart the banner,
the folds of which fell around her statuesque figure in the most
picturesque manner; then rising abruptly, she waved the flag
with the cry of "Aux armes, citoyens! &c.," to which the
spectators, nearly crazed with excitement, responded with the
most prolonged and deafening applause.
A ftuMetonist remarked very justly that the gratis audience
•with which the provisional government had filled the house
preferred one stanza of Rouget de L'Isle to all Corneille and
Racine, with M. Ponsard thrown in as a makeweight.
This heartfelt, impromptu enthusiasm was as carefully studied
and rehearsed as any of Mademoiselle Rachel's other charac-
ters. A poetess of no little celebrity, who had the curiosity
to go and see the tragedieiine behind the scenes, found her
standing, banner in hand, awaiting the signal to gtf on the
stage, Madame "Waldor described her as looking coldly ex-
dfod. The words express exactly the preparatory working up
s&e was goisg through.
- As fer $» regarded meje art—the art of the statuary—the
perfection; in a moral sense, nothing could
ifean &ob appeal to the angry passions of an
le. . It was not Mademoiselle

